ii2               ELIZABETH &r ESSEX

Sir William Knollys, the Earl's uncle, was made a
member of the Privy Council and Comptroller of
the Household.    The Cecils were seriously alarmed,
and Burghley, trimming his sails to the changing
wind, thought it advisable, at the next Council, to
take the side of Essex in the matter of the Spanish
ransoms.   But the move was not successful.   Eliza-
beth turned upon him in  absolute fury.    " My
Lord Treasurer/* she roared, " either for fear or
favour, you regard my Lord of Essex more than
myself.   You are a miscreant!   You are a coward !"
The poor old man tottered away in a shaken con-
dition to write a humble expostulation to the Earl.
" My hand is weak, my mind troubled,'* he began.
His case, he continued,  was  worse than to be
between Scylla and Charybdis, " for my misfortune
is to fall into both. * . . Her Majesty chargeth
and condemneth me for favouring of you against
her; your Lordship contrariwise misliketh me for
pleasing   of  her   Majesty to  offend  you."    He
really thought that it was time for him to retire.
" I see no possibility worthily to shun both these
dangers, but by obtaining of licence to live an
anchorite, or some such private life, whereunto I
am meetest for my age, my infirmity, and daily
decaying estate; but yet I shall not be stopped by
the displeasure of either of you both to keep my
way to heaven."    Essex replied, as was fit, with
a  letter  of  dignified  sympathy.    But   Anthony
Bacon's comments were  different;   he  did  not